ON   THE   LAGO   DI    GARDA

flaunting and florid as a rather successful Italian can be,
there was yet a secret sickness which oppressed him. But
it was no taint in the blood, it was rather a kind of debility
in the soul. That which he wanted and would have, the
sensual excitement, in his soul he did .not want it, no, not
at all. And yet he must act from his physical desires, his
physical will

His true being, his real self, was impotent. In his soul
he was dependent, forlorn. He was childish and dependent
on the mother. To hear him say, *Grazia, mamma!' would
have tormented the mother-soul in any woman living.
Such a child crying in the night! And for what?

For he was hot-blooded, healthy, almost in his prime,
and free as a man can be in his circumstances. He had his
own way, he admitted no thwarting. He governed his
circumstances pretty much, coming to our village with his
little company, playing the plays he chose himself. And
yet, that which he would have he did not vitally want, it
was only a sort of inflamed obstinacy that made him so
insistent, in the masculine way. He was not going to be
governed by women, he was not going to be dictated to in
the least by anyone. And this because he was beaten by
his own flesh.

His real man's soul, the soul that goes forth and builds
up a new world out of the void, was ineffectual. It could
only revert to the senses. His divinity was the phallic
divinity. The other male divinity, which is the spirit that
fulfils in the world the new germ of an idea, this was
denied and obscured in him, unused. And it was this spirit
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